CHAPTER XXXV
WAITING  FOR  A PARDON
the ladies of Trieste being all seized with a strong desirt
to act French comedies, chose me as stage manager and
general director. I had not only to choose the pieces, but
to distribute the parts. I found my duties brought me a
great deal of trouble, and none of the pleasure I had
anticipated.
All my actresses were novices; I had to teach them every-
thing, and run about all day long from one to the other,
trying to make them learn their speeches by heart. As soon
as they knew one page they forgot the preceding one. Every
one knows that if a revolution of any kind is necessary in
Italy, it is in education—especially feminine education. The
best families are content with sending their daughters to a
convent for a few years, whence they pass into the arms of
a husband, whom they have often never seen till the day
before the wedding, and to whom they often remain indif-
ferent all the days of their life. Both sides then correct the
chances of matrimony by siglsbeeisme; and one may safely
say that in good society in Italy lineal descent is merely a
matter of convention. Few and far between are the noble
lords who can say, fl bear the same name as my father.'
Among the people of quality who came to Gorice for the
French plays was a certain Count Torriani, who persuaded
me to spend the autumn with him at a country house he
possessed about six miles from Gorice.
He was not yet thirty, and unmarried. His pasty face
expressed cruelty, disloyalty, treason, pride, brutality, sensu-
ality, hatred, and jealousy, but his invitation was proffered
so graciously that I could not but hope I misjudged him.
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